





cov 1.93 


~ 


303. $2.50 





a Le 
A 


ve 
er ee 


SAAR | ARN SSS VRSAS SSSA 
Vol. IX, No. 1, January 11, 1993 


Demons Ate My Homework 


ot many people know 

that I do as many as 
thirty or forty prison visits 
per year, offering counseling 
advice on how to get your 
hiney out of there—because, 
you see, my friend Rhett Bea- 
vers is arrested thirty or forty 
times each year, and he’s so 
heavy into the “habitual of- 
fender” law that the judge is 
starting to say stuff like, “If 
you ever finish your thirty- 
third life sentence, and space 
travel has become a reality, 
you will serve your thirty- 
fourth life sentence on Pluto, 
or wherever the crew of the 
Enterprise agrees to take you.” 

In fact, the only reason 
Rhettis not doing hard timeis 
that I’m such a good coun- 
selor. For example, I went to 
see him last week, and he was 
looking at five-to-fifteen on a 
probation violation for carry- 
ing aconcealed weapon, three- 
to-five for stealing $2,000 from 
a cash register at the Denny’s 
where he works, and six 
months for failing to show up 
in court the last three times 
he was supposed to. 

So what I do first is liden- 
tify the problem. I say, “Rhett, 
why were you carrying that 
pistol under your shirt?” 

“T forgot it was there.” 


Have youever noticedit’s Jn Hellraiser III: Hell on Earth... wait a minute—I give up—is this 
only in jail that you get an-_ the good guy or the bad guy? 


INSIDE: _ Billy Friedkin’s Liberal-Bashing, Nekromantik 2 


Joe Bob Briggs, Prop. 








swers like this? 


“What do you mean you forgot it was there?” 

“I don’t even remember picking it up that morn- 
ing.” 

“Are you saying somebody else stuck it under 
your shirt?” 

“No, ’m just saying that I didn’t even need a gun 
that day, so why would I be carrying it?” 

For those of you unfamiliar with jailhouse logic, 
I submit the above sentence as the type of argument 
used approximately 5,000 times a day. 

Now. Jailhouse counseling these days is very 
simple. You identify the problem, which you can 
read in the formal indictment. Then you say to 
yourself, “What sickness would a person have who 
committed this crime?” And then you inform the 
prisoner that that’s what he is. 

“You're suffering from paranoia, Rhett.” 

“What?” 

“You're a paranoid. You need treatment. You’re 
sick.” 

I used to think this was weird, when guys would 
come up with these diseases, but it works. You go 
into court, tell the judge, and then he has to appoint 
a psychiatrist, and he has to hear testimony about it. 

“Okay, next item. Why’d you steal the two thou- 
sand?” 

“I owed Manny.” 

“You owed Manny?” 

“I owed Manny for all the money I lost on the 
Super Bowl.” 

“Easy one! Compulsive Gambling Syndrome!” 

“What?” 

“Write this down, Rhett: Compulsive Gambling 
Syndrome. But why didn’t you show up in court the 
last three times? The judge is really p.o.ed.” 


And Rhett seemed puzzled by 
this question. 

“Why didn’t I show up?” 

“Yeah, that’s what I said. Why 
didn’t you show up?” 

“I never show up. Anywhere.” 

I thought for a minute. 

“Chronic Lateness Syndrome. 
I’ve never used it, but it’s bound to 
exist. Rhett, were you ever late toa 
job?” 

“About ten billion times.” 

“Perfect! You already had all the 
symptoms before you failed to ap- 
pear in court! Don’t worry, bud. We'll 
have you out of here in three days.” 

“Really?” 

“Yeah, and one more thing, 
Rhett. You’ve done so many drugs 
that the left side of your face is caved 
in. So write down anything that 
happens to you in here. We wouldn’t 
want you to be a victim of Lookism.” 
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Pretty soon he’s ready to party in Miami Beach. 

“Lookism?” 

“Don’t worry about it. It just means they can’t 
beat you up for being ugly.” 

“Oh, is that why that happens?” 

You see how this stuff works? It’s great to be in 
America in the nineties, isn’t it, where there’s no 
such thing as crime? Everything’s a disease. Never 
forget that. 

Speaking of people with a couple of buttons 
missing on their remote, Clive Barker is back for the 
third time with Hellraiser II: Hell on Earth, and this 
time the kinky sex demons 
from hell are recruiting de- 
praved disco owners and at- 
tacking entire dance floors full 
of leering singles, ripping their 
flesh off with steel hooks, and 
leaving them wailing in little 
clumps of black leather and 
ankle chains. You know, sex 
in the movies started getting 
real dangerous in 1980, when 
Friday the 13th came out, but 
this is ridiculous. 

Pinhead, the guy with the 
nails in his face who’s becom- 
ing more famous than Freddy 
Krueger, comes back to tor- 
ment a TV news reporter 
played by the lissome and nu- 
bile Terry Farrell. (I have no 
idea what “lissome” or “nu- 
bile” means, but I’ve always 
wanted to use those words ina 








sentence.) Terry is tracking down leads to try to find 
out whatis happening to the guys being wheeled into 
hospital emergency rooms, where their bodies ex- 
plode after being ripped apart with grapple hooks 
that come down out of the sky. Pretty soon she’s 
rooming with a little disco waif who seems to be 
sleeping with these guys, and before she knows it, 
she’s walking through windows and entering other 
dimensions and being chased by the Clive Barker 
army of underworld sex creatures, and... well, it’s 
not Hellraiser 2, but it’s pretty decent. 

There’s this one part where the demons kill 
everybody by flinging CD’s like Frisbees into people’s 
skulls. 

I’m not kidding. 

Eighty-three dead bodies. Two breasts. One 
massive motor vehicle chase. Hooks. Chains. Cops 
burned alive. Sweaty aardvarking. Lasered demons. 
Floods. Explosions. Fireballs. Battle of the Goohead 
Demons. Electrocutions. Bloody rat attack. Disco 
massacre. Demonic TV. Mutilated mannequins. Ex- 
ploding hospital patient. Vietnam flashbacks. Grapple 
hook Fu. Brass knuckle Fu. Weird sex sculpture Fu. 
CD Fu. Drive-In Academy Award nominations for 
Paula Marshall, as the little disco bimbo, for saying 
“I don’t dream”; Kevin Bernhardt, as the sleazoid 
disco owner, for saying “Get dressed and get out of 
here”; Terry Farrell, as the TV reporter with a 
mission in the sex underworld, for saying “I just 
walked into madness for you! Talk!”; and Doug 
Bradley, as Pinhead the sex demon, for saying “Ap- 
petite sated, desire indulged” and “There is only 
flesh” and “I am offering you a place at my right 
hand—flesh, power, dominion.” 

Four stars. 
Joe Bob says check it out. 





He finds out you can dance too long. 


As Republicans run screaming into the night, Billy Friedkin shows us... . 


Serial Killing Is So Passe 


s the cries of agony were echoing down Fifth 

Avenue on the Night of the Burning Bush, 
Republican realtors all over America were collaps- 
ing in little heaps of sterling silver jewelry and Gucci 
pumps. Onthesame daya as =e election, = Corcoran 
International Re- : 
port was released 
with the awful 
news: 

Fifth Avenueis 
only the sixth most 
expensive neigh- 
borhood in the 
world—a measly 
$529 per square 
foot. For the first 
time in decades, all 
those people with 
terraces overlook- 
ing Central Park 
had to suffer the 
humiliation of not 
being the wealthi- 
est people in the 
world anymore. 

Isn’t it amaz- 
ing how fast the 
Democrats work? 

What will a 
Republican do in 
the nineties? Let’s 
look at his options: 

1. He could 
move up to the fifth 
most expensive ad- 
dress in_ the 
world—the Zurich- 
berg neighborhood of Zurich, Switzerland. This 
makes sense, actually, because it’s full of bankers 
who don’t care where your money came from, don’t 
care how many savings-and-loans you bankrupted 
to get it, and don’t even care how you got it onto that 
three o'clock flight out of Kennedy Airport. But 
there’s one drawback. You ever eat the food there? 
These people eat sausages the size of Cleveland 
office buildings. 

2. Maybe the nineties Republican would be bet- 
ter off in the fourth most expensive neighborhood— 
the Knightsbridge area of London. This is where 
that famous Harrod’s department store is, the one 
where Arabs go in and buy 3,000 tins of those rock 
biscuits that taste like Elmer’s Glue and think it'll 
make them British citizens. Dinner at a restaurant 





When a John Travolta look-alike starts wasting innocent 
families and chopping up their bodies in Billy Friedkin’s 
Rampage, there are a few liberals out there who claim the 
guy’s crazy. No comment. 


in this area starts at 300 dollars if you don’t order 
wine. Of course, it rains 340 days a year, and if your 
name is not Sir Harold Gribben-Stuart or something 
similar, then nobody will talk to you. I don’t think so. 

3. How about trying number three—the Azabu 
section of Tokyo? 
These are nice 
warm people. All it 
takes to be accepted 
in this neighbor- 
hood is to live there 
three or four hun- 
dred years. 

4. We're run- 
ning out of Repub- 
lican neighbor- 
hoods here. How 
about the second 
most expensive in 
the world—Avenue 
Henri Martin in 
Paris? This is a 
beautiful area, like 
living in a huge 
sculpture garden, 
surrounded by the 
most amazing city 
ever built. There’s 
only one problem. 
Everybody is 
French. 

5. That leaves 
only one choice— 
the most expensive 
real estate in the 
world, at $1,200 a 
square foot. It’s the 
waterfront in Monte Carlo, home to millionaire ath- 
letes escaping high taxes, movie stars frolicking with 
their bimbo-of-the-week, various dysfunctional rela- 
tives of Grace Kelly, race car drivers named Enzio, 
gamblers, real-estate speculators, gigolos, film di- 
rectors drummed out of the states on morals charges, 
con men, liars, and tourists. 

Welcome to Bush World 793. Can I help some of 
you geezers make those Air France reservations? 
Don’t forget to declare those gold bars on your way 
out. Bye bye. 

Speaking of Republican ideas that maybe no- 
body will take seriously anymore, William Friedkin 
just came out with a flick called Rampage where he 
tries to prove that there should be no such thing as 
an insanity defense in a murder trial. (Actually, 


Billy, the inventor of on-screen 
vomit, made this flick five years 
ago, but Dino DeLaurentiis 
went bankrupt, and lawyers 
got involved, and I don’t know 
what the heck happened, but 
it’s just now being released.) 

So it’s a serial killer flick, 
but not as intense as Henry: 
Portrait of a Serial Killer, 
mainly because the murderer 
is a John Travolta lookalike. 
So as he kills, slashes, and mu- 
tilates his way through subur- 
bia, then defies the cops, pros- 
ecutors and lawyers to get the 
death penalty on him, you fi- 
nally want to stand up and 
start singing “Staying alive! 
Staying alive!” 

Michael Biehn, as the 
troubled liberal prosecutor, reprises his role in Ter- 
minator 2 by trying to send the guy to the gas 
chamber, and it’s obvious that the film is trying to get 
across the idea that the insanity defense is, in Billy 
Friedkin’s opinion, a “loophole.” 

But what happens when you see a guy living in 
a cellar, collecting body parts in a jar? 

You think he’s crazy as a loon! 

What happens when you see somebody walk 
down the street, knock on a door, and kill a family of 
four for no reason, except that “voices told me to”? 






Alex listens to a few of those voices telling him he needs to replenish his blood supply. 





Alex MacArthur got up on the wrong side of the bed this morning. 


You think he’s nutty as a fruitcake! 

And what happens when a guy escapes from 
police custody, dresses up like Jesus in a sheet, 
plunges through a stained glass window at the local 
Catholic church, paints graffiti in blood on the altar, 
and writhes around on the floor like an epileptic 
walrus? 

As we used to say in West Texas, he lives out 
where the bus don’t stop no more. 
I don’t think so, Billy. 
Eight dead bodies. No breasts. Corpse chopping. 


Stabbing. Throat slashing. Brain scan. Euthanasia 
Fu. Catholic Fu. Drive-In Academy Award nomina- 
tions for Grace Zabriskie, as the serial killer’s pill- 
popping mama, for saying “I always gave him love”; 
Royce D. Applegate, as the blubbering father whose 
wife gets blown away, for saying “I think all this was 
God’s idea”; and Alex MacArthur, the serial killer 
with a nice haircut, for saying “I need a doctor right 
away and “You'll never understand me” and “I 
never meant to hurt him—I needed his blood.” 

Two stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Superior Being Alert! 


In 1977 God saw fit to send Hurricane Belle 
to the eastern end of Long Island, New York, - 
where it blew the Flanders Drive-In screen at 
least halfway to Connecticut. The drive-in has 
never been torn down, but this year a forest of 
scrub pine broke through the parking lot. Things 
are looking grim indeed. Bruce Thompson of 
Stanford, California, reminds us that, without 

eternal vigilance, it can happen here. 





Michael Biehn finds this guy even tougher to 
terminate than Schwarzenegger. 


tt Joe Bob Can't Wait For. . YYYYywyv 


an aging movie star making a comeback who grows vio- 

lently jealous when she finds out her leading man, An- 
drew Stevens, is having an affair with her body double, Sherrie 
Rose. Also starring Anthony Franciosa, Richard Lynch, Chick 
Vennera. AIP. Theatrical. Nov. 23. 

Pizza Man: Political satire about a pizza delivery man who 
stumbles onto the greatest scandal in American history. Starring 
Bill Maher, Annabelle Gurwitch. Written and directed by J.D. 
Athens. Monarch. Nov. 23. 

72 Hours to Victory: Behind the Scenes with Bill Clinton: Video 
release of an ABC News Special profiling the president-elect during 
the most dramatic moments of his campaign—the day before the 


D ouble Threat: Erotic thriller starring Sally Kirkland as 





Who would you choose—Sally Kirkland or (pictured here) Sherrie 


Rose? On second thought, never mind. 





election, election day, and the day after. Reporter Ted Koppel was 
given permission to photograph the Clinton family’s most private 
moments as he traveled on the campaign plane to Philadelphia, 
Cleveland, Detroit, St. Louis, Paducah, Ky., McAllen, Tex., Fort 
Worth, Albuquerque, Denver and Little Rock during those days. 
MPI. $19.98. Nov. 24. 

Dixie Carter’s “Unworkout”: Actress/singer Dixie Carter, of 
Designing Women fame, introduces an exercise regimen that 
includes yoga, stretching, deep breathing and dance movements— 
in other words, nothing that hurts. MCA/Universal. $19.98. Dec. 16. 

Hellmaster: Horror thriller starring John Saxon as a de- 
ranged professor injecting college students with an addictive 
mutation drug in an effort to create an army of superhuman 
mutants. Also starring David Emge. 
AIP. $89.95. Dec. 16. 

Mission of Justice: Martial-arts ac- 
tion adventure starring Jeff Wincott 
as a maverick cop who quits the force 
because he believes a mayoral candi- 
date, Brigitte Nielsen, is a ruthless 
murderer, and he wants to infiltrate 
her cult of vigilantes, which includes 
Savage ninja assassins. Also starring 
Karen Sheperd, two-time U.S. 
Women’s Black Belt Kata champion, 
and Matthias Hues. Republic. $89.98 
(video). $29.98 (laserdisc). Dec. 16. 

Spy Trap: Family action adventure 
starring Elya Baskin, Danielle 
DuClos, Jason Kristofer and 
Cameron Johann as junior-high 
rockers who raise $100,000 by selling 
bogus military plans to the Russians. 
1988. Hemdale. $89.95. Dec. 16. 

Street Hitz: South Bronx action 
drama starring Angelo Lopez and 
Cookie as two brothers on opposite 
sides of the street—one trying to finish 


college and escape the barrio, the other left with no dreams—forced 
into a brutal confrontation. Also starring Lydia Ramirez, Melvin 
Muza, Soraya Andrade. AIP. $89.95. Dec. 16. 

Where’s Jimmy Hoffa?: Documentary about the Teamsters 
leader who vanished on July 10, 1975, and has never been seen 
again, featuring rare footage of Hoffa, interviews with people who 
knew him, and a conversation with Hoffa himself, in search of an 
answer to the mystery. Timed to coincide with the release of Hoffa. 
MPI. $59.98. Dec. 16. 

Boomerang: Video release of the romantic comedy starring 
Eddie Murphy as a lady-killing New York - auiruea executive 
who meets his match when he falls for 
the equally successful Robin Giv- 
ens. Also starring Halle Berry, 
David Alan Grier, Martin 
Lawrence, Grace Jones, Chris 
Rock, Geoffrey Holder, Eartha 
Kitt. Paramount. $99.99. Dec. 22. 

Kafka: Political thriller starring 
Jeremy Irons asa reclusive aspiring 
writer who clerks in a huge insurance 
ceremony, but ends up searching 
through the ominous streets of Prague 
when a colleague disappears under 
mysterious circumstances. Directed 
by Steven Soderbergh. Also star- 
ring Theresa Russell, Joel Grey, 
Ian Holm, Jeroen Krabbe, Armin 
Mueller-Stahl, Alec Guinness. 
Paramount. $99.99. Dec. 22. 

The Lightning Incident: Horror 
thriller starring Nancy McKeonasa 
Santa Fe sculptor whose baby is kid- 
napped by a devil-worshipping cult, 
fulfilling a series of horrifying night- 
mares and confirming her psychic 
powers, which she uses to pursue the 
kidnappers across the continent. Also 
starring Polly Bergen. Paramount. 
$99.99. Dec. 22. 

The Captive: Gritty western star- 
ring Kurt Russell and Tim 
Matheson as brothers who rescue 
Susan Dey, a woman who was long 
ago kidnapped by the Cheyenne, only 
to surrender her to the even worse 
brutality of the townfolk who won’t 
accept her. Vidmark. $89.95. 1976 
production. Dec. 23. 

Out on a Limb: Comedy adven- 
ture starring Matthew Broderick 
as a hotshot Manhattan stockbroker 
who gets kidnappedin a small logging 
town by pistol-packing redhead Heidi 
Kling, who ends up taking his wallet 
and a phone number worth $140 mil- 
lion. MCA/Universal. $99.99 (video). $34.98 (laserdisc). Dec. 23. 

Prototype X29A: Futuristic sci-fi thriller about a woman who’s 
the last cybernetically-altered killer, ready to lead a rebellion 
against order that the government thought was dead a long time 
ago. The only solution is to turn a disabled soldier into a cybernetic 
machine programmed to stop her. Starring Lane Lenhart, Rob- 
ert Tossberg, Brenda Swanson, Paul Coulj, Mitchell Cox, 
Sebastien Scandiuzzi. Vidmark. $89.95. Dec. 23. 

Scent of a Woman: Drama starring Al Pacino as a blind, 
irascible retired colonel who teaches scholarship student Chris 
O’Donnell the importance of living life to the fullest during a 
weekend spree in New York. Produced and directed by Martin 
Brest. Universal. Theatrical. Dec. 23. 

Talons of the Eagle: Martial arts action thriller featuring the 
“eagle claw” style of fighting, starring Tyler Wilson as a martial 
artist hired to help New York City vice detective Jalal Merhiin an 
undercover operation directed against James Hong, a crimelord 





Prototype X29A is on a feminist mission. 


who may be responsible for the murder of three DEA agents. Also 
starring Priscilla Barnes. MCA/Universal. $99.99 (video). $34.98 
(laserdisc). Dec. 23. 

Trespass: Urban suspense adventure starring Bill Paxton 
and William Sadler as rural fishermen who, while searching for 
stolen loot in an abandoned East St. Louis tenement, cross paths 
with crime lords Ice-T and Ice Cube. Directed by Walter Hill. 
Universal. Theatrical. Dec. 23. 

Chaplin: Director Richard Attenborough, famous for 
Gandhi and infamous for A Chorus Line, sets down his epic version 
of Charlie Chaplin’s life, from his childhood in London to his 
acceptance of a special Academy 
Award eighty years later. Starring 
Robert Downey Jr., Dan Aykroyd, 
Geraldine Chaplin, Anthony 
Hopkins, Moira Kelly, Kevin 
Kline, Diane Lane, Marisa Tomei, 
James Woods. TriStar. Theatrical. 
Christmas. 

Lorenzo’s Oil: True story star- 
ring Nick Nolte and Susan 
Sarandon as parents who stand up 
to the establishment and discover a 
medicine that keeps their dying son 
alive. Directed by George Miller. 
Universal. Theatrical. Dec. 30. 

Christopher Columbus: The Dis- 
covery: Video release of the big-bud- 
get flop starring George Corraface 
as the intrepid explorer, Marlon 
Brando as the Spanish Inquisitor 
and torturer Torquemada, Tom 
Selleck as King Ferdinand, Rachel 
Ward as Queen Isabella, and Robert 
Davi as the captain of the Pinta. This 
is the one filmed aboard exact repli- 
cas of the original three ships. It took 
in only $8 million at the box office. 
Warner. $94.99 (video). $39.98 
(laserdisc). Jan. 6. 

Honey, I Blew Up the Kid: Video 
release of last summer’s hit comedy 
sequel starring Rick Moranis as an 
eccentric scientist whose enlargement 
ray accidentally zaps the family baby, 
turning him into a 112-foot monster 
headed for the Las Vegas strip. Also 
starring Marcia Strassman as the 
wife and Robert Oliveri as the other 
son. Grossed $60 million at the box 
office. Walt Disney. $94.95. Jan. 6. 

Stay Tuned: Video release of the 
satirical sketch anthology starring 
John Ritter and Pam Dawber in 
parodies of popular TV shows, includ- 
ing a combination cartoon-live action 
sequence directed by Chuck Jones. It earned $10 million at the 
box office. Directed by Peter Hyams. Warner. $94.99 (video). 
$29.98 (laserdisc). Jan. 6. 

Baby On Board: Comedy starring Carol Kane as the widow 
of a Mafia bookkeeper, intent on avenging her husband’s death, 
who tracks the hitman to JFK Airport with her four-year-old 
daughter in tow, accidentally kills a pickpocket, and ends up ina 
high-speed escape in the Yellow Cab driven by Judge Reinhold. 
Prism. $89.95. Jan. 13. 

Strangers: Erotic anthology of three stories, starring Linda 
Fiorentino as an American tourist in Paris who seduces a young 
man with her husband’s help, but finds the tables turned on her; 
Joan Chen as a tourist recovering from a car accident in the 
apartment of a friend; and Timothy Hutton as an exchange 
student who decides to intervene when he sees the woman in the 
opposite apartment being beaten, tied and gagged by her lover. 
Prism. $89.95. Jan. 13. 


We heard of cen- 
sorship, but this 
is ridiculous. The Ger- 
man government re- 
cently decided that 
Nekromantik 2, the 
gorefest by Jorg 
Buttgereit that’s be- 
come an underground 
cult video hit in the 
states, should not only 
be banned—it should 
be destroyed. A court 
actually issued an or- 
der that the original 
negative be seized and destroyed, along with all 
production materials relating to the film. Fortu- 





nately, Buttgereit had enough advance notice so that 
he was able to scurry around and hide everything. Of 
course, he didn’t have advance legal notice. Neither 
he nor his producer, Manfred Jelinski, were granted 
a hearing. The Berlin court stated that the film “has 
no artistic content” and “propagates violence,” and 
apparently the German public supports this new 
crackdown on violence in films, which has led to over 
100 titles being blacklisted. According to Variety, a 
recent poll revealed that 74 per cent of the German 
public favored more government censorship of film, 
video and TV. Also suffering from the latest legal 
hassle was Erich Wagner, manager of Werk- 
stattkino, a theater that was playing Nekromantik 2 
at the time of the court decision. Police went to the 
theater, detained the audience for an hour, searched 
the place, and confiscated the print and the publicity 


srapeoine 


... Wherein we report from the 
underground, the counter-culture, 
the out-of-—€he-mainstream, and the 
Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, Comic books, and other e 

places where misfits dwell. 


German actress Monika M. finds true love in Nekromantik 2. 


materials. Fortunate- 
ly, Doris Kuhn, pro- 
jectionist at the the- 
ater, was able to enter- 
tain the detainees with 
a screening of Blood 
Feast, the Herschell 
Gordon Lewis clas- 
sic that was the first 
film to depict graphic 
violence thirty years 
ago. 





In our continuing 
search for the greatest 
weekly newspapers in America, our latest discovery 
is the Anderson Valley Advertiser, published in the 
wilds of Mendocino County, Cali- 
fornia, where huge timber compa- 
nies rule the local politics, Yuppie 
liberals control the tourist trade 
in fashionable little coastal towns, 
and editor/publisher Bruce 
Anderson does his damndest to 
keep everybody honest. The Ad- 
vertiser is published in the little 
town of Boonville, semi-famous as 
the place where residents speak 
their own eccentric language. 
(About once a year, there’s a fea- 
ture about the “Boontling” lan- 
guage on the Associated Press 
wire.) This is one of those papers 
that sends its reporters to every 
school board meeting and Board 
of Supervisors hearing, but actu- 
ally describes the complete hu- 
man comedy as it really happens. 
Even though we don’t know any- 
thing about the politics ofthe area, 
we read every single word of an 
issue of the Advertiser, including 
the details of a land dispute between the county and 
a local family, a debate over local test scores, one of 
the most enjoyable letters columns in any paper 
anywhere (the letters are completely uncensored), 
and even an article on the Mendocino County Agri- 
cultural Crop Report. (The old-growth forests are 
being whittled away, which is not really news in that 
area, since it’s talked about all the time, but is 
shocking to outsiders like us.) It’s obvious that this 
newspaper is always controversial, always talked 
about, frequently criticized—the sure sign of honest 
ownership—and it’s also obvious that it doesn’t get 
as much advertising as it would ifit took a softer line. 
Proving once again that there are no boring topics, 
only boring writers, this newspaper puts all the 
grey, advertising-glutted metropolitan dailies of this 
country to shame, simply by sending articulate writ- 





ers who observe accurately and think for themselves 
to cover the local news. You can read this extremely 


local paper and—voila!—get a global perspective. 


Were not kidding. This is what journalism in 
America was assumed to be before 1970, when 
the Wharton School of Finance graduates 
started buying up newspapers, merging them 
into conglomerates, and gradually building up 
the lifeless stream of generic anti-news that we 
have come to accept as “journalism.” The paper 
has passion. To give it a try, send $30 for a year’s 
subscription, payable to: Anderson Valley Ad- 
vertiser, P.O. Box 459, Boonville, CA 95415. 
€ 

Hong Kong kung fu star Cynthia Rothrock 
(high-kicking at right) will cross over into erotic 
thrillers with her next film, Dark Red, scheduled 
to start shooting this month. 

€ 

Dan Wright spent part of his Florida youth 
making home-made bombs out of bottle rockets, 
so we’re happy to see he’s channelled his ener- 
gies into something a whole lot safer these 
days—Fathoms Below, a 40-page quarterly 
zine in the old-fashioned personal style, kind of 
a hodgepodge of anarchist essays, letters, car- 
toon art, random observations, zine reviews, a 
little poetry, and essays from fanzine veterans 
like Dave Szurek and Jacob Feuerwerker, 
the prison rabbi. Dan could use a little more 
focus, but he’s getting there. Sample it for a 
buck: Dan Wright, 18320 NW 76th Ave., Plan- 
tation, FL 33322-4740. 

€ 

The dirtiest songs ever written—songs so 
dirty they make you groan with embarrass- 
ment, even when you're reading them alone— 
are all collected in the Camel Drivers Songbook, 
put together last year by our friend Hank Roll 
of Pittsburgh, a contributing artist for We Are the 
Weird. Hank has found the best... er... worst 
fraternity songs, sailor songs, bar songs, and mili- 
tary songs, as well as such all-purpose favorites as 
“Four Old Whores From Baltimore,” “Mimi the Col- 
lege Widow,” and—the funniest of them all—that 
Scottish ditty “The Gathering of the Clan.” (Hint: 
they don’t spend much time blowing on bagpipes.) 
Only for the strong-stomached. Hank also publishes 
a very funny zine full of off-color humor called The 
Atrocity. To get the songbook or the zine, send him a 
couple of bucks: Henry Roll, 2419 Greensburg Pike, 
Pittsburgh, PA 15221. 

e 

Yendie Wildcritter: Little Monster with an Atti- 
tude is a cute little serial comic about a group of 
misfit animals (“wildcritters”) in the year 25,000 who 
are constantly being mistreated by a clique of feath- 
ered rooster-type humanoids (“Wingriders”). Yendie 
is a little lizard-faced girl with hair like a chicken and 


































a tail like a dog’s who flaunts authority and con- 
stantly plays pranks on the strait-laced rooster people. 
There are numerous high-school references in the 
stories, so it’s not hard to follow the symbolism. 
The books are very nicely drawn by S.E. Mills. 
Each 44-page comic is $2.50, and if you really 
get into the world of Yendie, sex-crazed teen- 
ager of the future, you might want a couple of 
$1.25 mini-comics, one called Teen Mutant 
Sex Scrapbook: Yendie’s Early Years, and 
one featuring her newest character, Roger 
Fnord: Sex-Crazed Time Traveller, the X- 
rated adventures of a slightly dim-witted 
playboy who tries out sexual practices 
throughout history. (In fact, Roger has 
become so popular that he’s been picked 
up by Rip Off Press, appearing in a comics 
series called Cherries Jubilee, whichis a 
spin-off of Larry 
Welz Cherry se- 
ries.) Or you can 
send a 29-cent 
stamp to get acata- 
log of all of S.E.’s 
available comics, pay- 
able to: Yendie Boox Pub- 
lishing, Inc., P.O. Box 
18679, Indianapolis, IN 
46218. 
¢€ 
Tony Elwood of Charlotte, North 
Carolina, director of Killer, the cheapest 
feature film ever made (budget: $9,000), 
which had its world premiere on Joe Bob’s 
Drive-In Theater, is at it again, moving up 
from Super-8 to 16-millimeter for Cold 
Storage, a thriller about an Appalachian 
mountain hermit who likes to collect dead 
bodies and use them in “the backwoods 
way.” This time the budget is 
$60,000. Tony was also, for a brief 
period, the writer/director of record 
on the sequel to Pumpkinhead, but the deal fell 
through over “creative differences” at the script 
stage. 


: 


€ 

One of the most twisted comic books we’ve seen 
in a while is Buzzard, sent to us by co-creator 
Stephen Beaupre of Hudson, Massachusetts. This 
is 36 pages of unrelated strips in the Groady, Dis- 
gusting, Downright Pornographic School of modern 
cartooning, with regular contributors like Mary 
Fleener, Roy Tompkins, J.R. Williams and Julie 
Doucet. Co-publisher Steve Lafler draws the main 
story, about a horny, unemployed, opinionated dog 
who drives a beat-up Dodge Omni, and you can try 
out a copy (“published whenever we can get it up”) by 
sending $3.50 to: Cat-Head Comics, P.O. Box 576, 
Hudson, MA 01749. 


The 1992 Joe Bob Briggs Christmas Story . . . 


Room at the Inn 


T he 1992 Joe Bob Briggs Christmas Story: 
During a bitterly cold winter, in the nation’s 
largest city—a monument to money and culture, a 
city where people come from all over the world to 
start their lives in America—there were hundreds of 
beggars wandering the streets. Many of them were 
crazy. All of them were cold. 
On the brightest street of the largest city, at the 
famous old Imperial Theatre, people were paying 
fifty dollars a seat to see a show called Les Miserables, 


a show about beggars wandering the streets, many 
of them crazy, all of them cold. 

Outside the theater, the beggars looked the 
same, but they didn’t sing and they didn’t dance. 
None of them ever had fifty dollars at one time. 

For six years the show ran. 

For six years the number of beggars grew. 

The mayor of the city did what he could. He had 
no money, he said. The shelters were full, he said. 
Times were bad, he repeated. 

Everyone wanted to help the beggars. The fed- 
eral government wanted something done. The state 
government wanted something done. The well-mean- 
ing churches and synagogues wanted something 





done. 

A little bit was done. The number of beggars 
grew. 

At last the exasperated mayor decided that he 
had no choice. If the city could do nothing else, he 
could offer money. There were vacant rooms in 
hotels. He would rent some of them for families left 
out on the streets. 

On the Upper West Side, a place of wide avenues 
and prosperous middle-class families, 100 families 
were booked into 
two hotels at $87 
per night—less 
than it would take 
to send the same 
AAS D family to a Les 
a> Miserables mati- 

nee. The mayor 
promised $250,000 
a month from the 
big city’s fund to 
cover their needs. 

But the families 
never moved in. 

The neighbors 
didn’t want them 
there. The neigh- 
bors were, in fact, 
angry. The neigh- 
bors marched and 
protested and car- 
ried signs and com- 
plained to the 
mayor—and, fi- 
nally, three weeks 
before Christmas, 
the mayor gave in 
and said that, no, it 
was impossible to 
put the beggar families in the hotels. There was 
nothing to be done. 

Instead of going to the hotels, the families went 
to something called “emergency offices.” They’re not 
really shelters, because the shelters are all full. 
They’re more like the tent cities that refugees live in. 
Like living in a stable or a barn. 

There are a few people who would make a com- 
parison between this big city in 1992 and Bethlehem 
2,000 years ago. 

But that comparison would be wrong. 

Because, in New York City, in 1992, there was 
room at the inn. But the rooms stand empty. 

Merry Christmas. 
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7 wu, I'M SHOCKED AND INDIG- 
NANT YET AGAIN BY THESE 
OBSCENE AND PoRNOGRAPHIC 
IMAGES OF WOMEN // 





Drive-In Theater 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Chan- 
nel every Saturday night at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 
Mountain, 11 Pacific. 
January 2: Crazy Mama: The classic 1975 cops-and- 
robbers flick, set in the 1930’s, starring Chloris Leachman 
_as the sex-crazed gun-crazed Arkansas mama in pedal-push- 
ers who goes back home to get revenge on the sheriff who shot 
down her husband and took her land, with Linda Purl as her 
daughter, Ann Sothern as her mother, and Stuart Whitman. 
_ Directed by Jonathan Demme, who worked for legendary 
producer Roger Corman when he made this movie (as well 
as the great Caged Heat), but is more recently known for 
winning the Academy Award for Silence of the Lambs. Four 
stars. (Second feature: Breakfast in Bed: Marilyn Cham- 
bers, the ex-Ivory Snow girl-turned-porno-star-turned-R- 
 rated-cable fixture, seems to have larger breasts in each new 
movie she makes, and in this 1990 sex farce she keeps flashing 
them for the guests at her new bed-and-breakfast inn, which 
is populated almost exclusively by bimbos and character 
~ actors. Perhaps the worst movie of the last two centuries. Zero 
stars.) 

_ January 9: Three For One: Lamebrain Italian sex com- 
edy, starring Martina Castel as a girl who was ugly in high 
school but now, after a makeover, sets out to conquer the three 
football stars who tormented her—by having sex with all of 
them at once. Unfortunately, she’s still ugly. Zero stars. 
(Second feature: Top Model: Only true connoisseurs of junky 
sleaze will recognize this as the sequel to Eleven Days, Eleven 
Nights, starring Jessica Moore as the woman who sleeps 
with all the men in New Orleans until she can gather enough 
kinky material for a book. This one, like the first, was filmed 
by Italian exploitation master Joe D’Amato, but the plot has 
virtually vanished, and you're not likely to know anything 
that’s going on. James Sutterfield is the main love interest, 
with a small role by the legendary soft-porn star Laura 
Gemser. Two stars.) 

January 16: Edge of Honor, Death Spa 
January 23: Prayer of the Rollerboys, Grim Prairie Tales 


Victory Over Republicanism! 


At last report, the Skyview Drive-In in Santa 
Cruz, California, was threatened by greedy Yugo 
dealers, who wanted to turn it into 200 acres of 


asphalt—but they were stopped, thwarted, and 
tossed out. The drive-in stands. The Democrats 
are everywhere. Russ “Jake” Jacobson of San 
Jose reminds us that, with eternal vigilance, the 
drive-in will never die. 


SYANE POLITICALLY-CORRECT PERSON | JUST LOOK AT HOW “THESE “\ [ ACTUALLY, JANE PoLITicALLY- 
IS SHOCKED AND INDIGNANT POOR, INNOCENT, FEMALE-TYPE | | CORRECT PERSON, THATS A 
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TO DEGRADE AND EXPLOIT THEIR 
SEXUALITY FoR THE VOYEURISTIC 


PLEASURE OF MALE SEXIST PIGS// 


















OH,..-uh... WHY...JUST LOOK } 
AT THESE EMPOWERING : 
IMAGES OF SEXUALLY- 
LIBERATED EROTICA, MAN.. 


oer Vv’ & 


RIGHT ON, 
\ SISTER. 















OUT BY AND POR LESBIANS. 





o@eve 


You Can’t Put No Boogie-Woogie on the 
King of Rock and Roll (Lewis Grizzard): 
Grizzard serves up a flavorless collection of 
milktoast ramblings that has about as much bite 
as my 18-year-old toothless cat. And, like ol’ Fluffy 
lunging for a chair, the humor falls pathetically 
flat. One star. ($5.99, Ballantine Books, Random 


House, New York, NY.) 


What Bird Did That? (Peter Hansard and 
Burton Silver): Motorists’ comprehensive field 
guide to ornithological dejecta (that’s bird doo) 
boasting full color illustrations in a handy take- 
along size. Delectably dry, this clever corrobora- 
tion leaves you thirsting for the other alleged 
books of the series including What Camel Did 
That? and How Do You Know It Wasn’t a Drom- 
edary? Four stars. ($7.95, Ten Speed Press, P.O. 
Box 7123, Berkeley, CA 94707.) 


Yj, Free Junk Wf 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the world 
send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away at random, 
like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first person who 
asks for it. He gives it to the first person he notices who asks 
for it. This means whatever letter happens to be at the top 
of the stack whenever we open the mail. No dealers. Try to 
be specific. If you act like a jerk in your letter, you will 
receive no free junk for the rest of your life. 

Buttons 

Flying Saucers Over Hollywood, Don’t Panic!, Bored in the 
USA!, Joe Bob Briggs For President, Critters 2, A Nightmare on 
Elm Street 2, A Nightmare on Elm Street 3, Tremors, Bon Jovi, 
RATT, Total Recall, Flat Duo Jets, Misery is coming!, Night of the 
Living Dead, Action Jackson, Whois Darkman?, We’ve Got Fun For 
Everyone, LMNOP. 





Bumper Stickers 
Free America or Drug-Free America, I Seen ‘Em Too!, Pothead 
Man, 101.9 WDET, Live Forever—Win a Million Dollars, Greetings 
from Bakersfield, Ca., Titty Bingo, Joe Bob Briggs for President, 
D.A.M.M. (Drunks Against Mad Mothers) (45), B.R.A. (Bimbo 
Rights Amendments) (60), Conserve Texas Water—Drink Texas 
Wine, Don’t Mess With Texas (17). 
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Joe Bob's guaranteed defense against sexual harassment suits . . . 


Start Brewing the Coffee Now 


D: you guys know what would happen if you 
stared deep into a woman’s deep brown eyes, 
stifled the catch in your throat, and whispered, 
“You're the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen”? 
Of course you know what would happen. She’d 
file a sexual harassment suit against you. 
The above sentence—the kind of thing that I 





used to hope I would have the courage to say to a 
woman, the kind of thing that’s already risky be- 
cause the woman might not end up liking you after 
all—is exactly the kind of statement that is now cited 
in sexual-harassment lawsuits all over the country. 
It’s gotten to where it’s not just rejection you have to 
worry about. It’s prosecution. 

I have to admit, they've shut me up. I don’t say 
anything to anybody anymore. 

If a woman you work with shows up in a stun- 
ning new dress—and all your instincts are crying out 
to say “Thatis ahot dress, Christy”’—you’d better can 
the idea. Not because of her reaction. Because she 
might say, “Oooooo, thank you, do you really like it?” 
She might even really like it. That’s not the problem. 

The problem is that she can file a lawsuit four- 
teen years from now citing this as the first step on the 
downhill slide of her career. Television anchorwomen 
are doing it. Secretaries are doing it. School teachers 
are doing it. But they’re not doing it immediately. 
They’re waiting till they’re forty and then claiming 
that they've been sexually harassed for decades, but 
they just forgot to mention it before now. 


There’s a woman who just filed a suit against a 
record company, claiming she had been sexually 
harassed constantly for twelve years. 

Isn’t this kind of like saying, “Your honor, he 
kept banging me in the head with a ball peen 
hammer. | kept thinking he would stop, so I didn’t 
run away or move my head. But after the 7,000th 
blow to my skull, 
I started feeling 
a little dizzy. 
Make him stop.” 

And you can 
forget flirting 
entirely. Any 
guy who tries to 
flirt in the office 
will be treated 
like he just 
screamed out, 
“Allright, I want 
all the women in 
this room to rip 
off all their 
clothes and get 
down on the floor 
and grind their 
pelvises into the 
linoleum.” 

There’s al- 
ways been flirt- 
ing in offices, and the flirty guys would be called 
“rascals,” as in “You rascal!” And the flirty gals 
would be called “great,” as in “She’s a great gal!” In 
fact, there’s nothing that manipulates aman quicker 
than flirting. Men melt when a woman flirts. It 
doesn’t matter what she looks like, or even whether 
she means it or not. It’s considered a sign of accep- 
tance. It’s actually a woman’s greatest weapon, so 
I’m glad that some women are giving it up. 

Actually, guys, I have a simple way to combat 
this whole thing: 

Make coffee. 

I mean it. As soon as you spot one of these sexual 
harassment experts in the office, make coffee for her 
all the time. Drive her crazy with it. Don’t let her 
pass your desk a single time without offering to 
make coffee. Come in early to have her coffee on her 
desk. 

They hate this. 

I don’t know why they hate it, because it’s 
exactly what they said they always wanted us to do. 
But they really really hate it. 

Try it. I promise it'll work. 


Os 


Joe Bob: 

As I look up your nose I find the meaning of my 
life. Reruns are hell unleashed as chocolate bunnies. 
Santa Claus is dead. Mr. Rogers is having a secret 
sex life with Mrs. Reagan. In the near future Kinstein 
will come back to life as an African bull wrestler and 
invent fusion in a toilet. I went to McDonald’s last 
week, stood on a counter and yelled. ’m a pink 
banana. The Easter Bunny is an undercover smurf 
who is going to take us to K-Mart. I went to Circle K 
and put a snow cone on my head and I started to 
dream what it would be like to be dead. Chuck E. 
Cheese is actually just a front for gay feminist Nazis 
who wear too much make-up and want to take over 
the world and shave all our heads so we'll all look like 
Ernest Hemingway. I live in a peach-colored donut 


shop with Albert Neuman. 
Genghis Khan 
El Paso, Tex. 
Dear Genghis: 


I went to Wendy’s last week and imagined a 
terrorist from the Catskills was writing me letters. 


Editor (Aspen Times Daily): 

Normally I don’t pay much attention to Joe 
Briggs’ column, redneck humor notwithstanding. I 
can’t take a whole lot from a guy whose I.Q. is 
smaller than his hat size. However, his inane, insult- 
ing piece on immigration begs a response. 

The insulting part is J.B.’s attitude that if you 
make your living with your hands and the sweat of 
your brow then you're an ignorant, valueless mem- 
ber of our society whose job is expendable. Shove 
that Ralphus characterization where the sun don’t 
shine, Joe Boy! 

All U.S. workers should be accorded job and 
wage protection from illegal foreign competition. If 
Denny’s can’t make it without exploiting illegal 
aliens, then we don’t need Denny’s either! 

This sea of unskilled scab labor that floods the 
Rio Grande by the millions annually is undercutting 
U.S. workers’ wages and standard of living. They are 
burdening school budgets with dual language in- 
struction. They regularly take advantage of free 
medical services that their Anglo counterparts must 
pay for. And a growing segment of Joe Bob’s “cream 
of the crop” are peddling misery by the gram with a 
worst-case scenario of a free trip home. 

In fact, the only time illegals are deported any- 
more is when the DEA is involved. That might have 
something to do with the fact that the entire western 
slope of Colorado is covered by one INS agent. Funds 
have been so scarce that the only immigration phone 


line in Colorado was disconnected last week in Den- 
ver. 

This makes dollars and sense to jackasses like 
Joe and unethical businessmen who have taken to 
screwing the U.S. worker as a matter of habit. 

Who cares if Denny’s goes bankrupt? We do not 
need any more wetbacks. Do you understand this 
now, Joe Boy? 

Good. 

Bruno Kirchenwitz 
Basalt, Colo. 
Dear Bruno: 
Let me get this straight. 
You are calling me a redneck? 


Joe Bob, 

First of all may I congratulate you for your 
philological avenues in Assyriology. 

But just in case some of your readers may not 
know it, may I add the following: 

The word “naugahyde” is a composite of two 
words in the Assyrian language (old and new). 

1. Negua or negva means woman. 

2. Hyde means (a) happy (gay); (b) uniting (form- 
ing alliance) 

Thus, naugahyde could mean either gay or happy 
woman or women that cohabit together. 

The only trouble is that in the Assyrian language 
adjectives are gendered to masculine or feminine 
forms. To derive to the conclusion that the word 
hyde—khydia in Assyrian would sound khdyta or 
hydeta. But, this could be the result of the letter tau 
(tee) being erased while translating from cuneiform 
tablets. 

In either case, the word naugahyde fits both 
nomenclatures. 

Ivan Kakovitch 
Hayward, Calif. 
Dear Ivan: 

So I would be correct in saying, “A couple of 
Naugahydes rubbed armpits on the street corner.” 

Or would I need to add a modifier, such as, 
“These two Naugahyde Sofa Women slung some 
sweat on each other”? 

Which would be correct? 


Dear Mr. Briggs, 

Here are a few topics that you might consider 
writing about: 

1. Was Gilligan’s Island just an example of 
Communist propaganda shown in a very subliminal 
way? Tina Louise sure looks Russian to me! 

2. What exactly was the point of producing 
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This Week's Contest 


T. Hemphill of Granite Falls, North Carolina: 

“Do you remember the movie featuring a spoof on 

academic life set at ‘Faruk U’? The president of 

_Faruk U. was an LBJ look-alike, and a funeral 

scene featured the ‘Topless Tabernacle Choir.’ I 

saw it in the early seventies and would love to get 

a copy for my VCR. It was a classic.” Anyone know 
the title? 

A video will be awarded to one correct answer each week. (In 

the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 


questions and solutions to We Are the Weird, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the September 21 issue, Crazy Dan Marsh 
of Wayne, Michigan, wrote: “What is this movie? I 
think it was in black and white. Its setting is the 
Tennessee backwaters (or Florida Everglades) ona 
houseboat. The only scene I remember is a blonde 
(maybe Samantha Eggar or Sharon Tate—not sure 
who) in a white mesh bikini tied up on the side of 
a houseboat. Anyway, the prop gets tangled, one of 
the guys (the one who wanted to keep her alive for 
sex) tries to untangle it, she reaches up with her 
foot to put the motor in gear, which chops him up. 
The other guy (the father who does not care for sex) 
rushes her, she kicks him, and he ends up impaled 
on the sharp gear-shift stick. This is really part of 
amovie and sheis a foxy lady. It may be a Canadian 
flick around 1974.” 

We didn’t get a single answer to Crazy Dan’s 


“Circus Fun” cereal? 
3. Did Babe Ruth really put a voodoo curse upon 
the Boston Red Sox? 
4. Why don’t they market a video game based on 
the Persian Gulf war? 
Your cosmic fan, 
W.C. Kirby 
Worcester, Mass. 
Dear W.C.: 
Why don’t they market a Persian Gulf War video 
game? 
As soon as you flipped the coin to see who would 
be the Allied Forces and who would be the Iraqi 
forces, the game would be over. 


Dear Joe Bob: 

Could you say a few words as the drive-in movie 
reviewer about how Lawnmower Man (which is set 
at the Coliseum Drive-In in Oakland) and Radio 
Flyer, which I haven’t seen, and about half a zillion 


question, so the mystery remains unsolved. 

However, in the October 5 issue, Joe Coughlin 
of Boston wrote: “I’ve been trying to determine the 
identity of a flick that was already on TV in the late 
sixties, appeared to have been dubbed from Span- 
ish, maybe Italian, took place almost entirely in the 
rainy dark, and involved trees that sorta absorbed 
people.” 

Four people submitted the correct answer, in- 
cluding our winner, chosen by drawing—F. Lee 
Snavely of Richmond, Virginia, who identified the 
film as Island of the Doomed. 

Additional information came from runner-up 
Dave Szurek of Hoquiam, Washington: “From his 
description, Joe is most likely talking about a 1966 
Spanish-German co-production directed by an 
American, Mel Welles, and variously known as Isle 
of the Doomed, Island of the Doomed and The 
Maneater of Hydra. It hung around U:S. drive-ins 
and grindhouses for a brief spell before quicker sale 
to late night TV than was the norm in those days. 
In the cast were transplanted American Cameron 
Mitchell, Kay Fischer, George Martin, Elisa Mon- 
tes and somebody known as Ralph Naukopf. Most 
fans at the time agreed that it was mildly enter- 
taining if accepted for what it was, if minor and 
ultimately forgettable. It’s hardly remembered to- 
day that the thing even existed. It even slips the 
minds of hardcore fans now and then.” 

Also answering correctly were Richard Lino- 
leum of Park Forest, Illinois, and Tim Murphy of 
El! Monte, California. 


other late-model movies are about how Dad gets 
drunk and beats the kids. I mean, socks his own 
offspring across the room so they require medical 
attention. Seems to be a Hollywood concept, like 
maybe Anna Freud got a job in development at the 
studio. (Haw haw) 

Dad used to be just Dad, like I’m just Dad, or 
maybe you're just Dad, or Jack Lemmon was just 
Dad in Missing. I’m a little confused by the stereo- 
typing, and I haven’t noticed any good Dads at the 
flicks lately, including that pansy-ass Robin Wil- 
liams as the Peter Pan “Don’t you believe in fairies?” 
dude who was a bad Dad. 

I began to worry about this when my kid came 
back from the movies and said, “It was okay but 
pretty anti-Dad.” I want to know what you think 
about all this. 

Sincerely, 
Richard Katz 
Berkeley, Calif. 
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Dear Richard: 

The last pro-Dad movie was Kramer vs. Kramer, 
which came out about, oh, 1978. Everything since 
then has been anti-Dad, which I pretty much blame 
on your feminist influence. (Hollywood is very trendy.) 
It used to be that feminists wanted to be equal with 
men. Then they decided they didn’t want anything to 
do with anything male. Then they decided they 
didn’t even want any males around for any reason. 
Look at what we end up with: Thelma & Louise. At 
least it had a logical conclusion—driving off a cliff. 
In the final analysis, they were just women drivers. 


Dear Mr. Briggs: 

I showed your letter to my children. They wanted 
to know what a “bimbo” was. I said someone like 
Marla Maples. They never heard of her. Can you do 
a column on how our modern educational system 
doesn’t teach our kids nothing? 





Offer 






Short-sleeved 
combination o 
“The drive-in 
sales tax if yo 


ogo design ina 
he back reads: 


| Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or gift) of We 
| Are the Weird and we'll send you a personally autographed 1993 
. binder for $10. Offer expires March 31, 1993. 


Oo Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription and 1993 
binder—$80 in foreign countries. 


| © Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


| ©) Put me down for a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. 
| (Available in U.S. only) 





Iron Joe Bob, $19 ea. 
The Cosmic Wisdom of Joe Bob Briggs, $17.95 ea. 


A Guide to Western Civilization, or My Story, 
$9.95 ea. 


Joe Bob Goes Back to the Drive-In, $10.95 ea. 







Patricia Kite 
Newark, Calif. 
Dear Pat: 
I can't believe your children aren't familiar with 
the famous Marla syrup trees from Vermont. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

I just read your column about women inventing 
the “macho stuff.” Personally I believe that Wanda 
Bodine was the problem, not women in general. 
After all, candy-apple red pants have a pant of 
bringing out the worst in Wanda. 

Your faithful, though Republican, reader, 

Christine Kahlert 

U.S. Marine Corps 

Mainz, Germany 
Dear Christine: 

Actually, there are some women that candy- 
apple red pants bring out the best in. 


AGUIDETO 
WESTERN 
CIVILIZATION 


y. 





$2.00 shipping and handling per book. TX residents must add 8.25% sales tax. Please allow 4-6 weeks for delivery. 


1993 Binders Are. Here! 


They re still street-walkin’ red with the We Are the Weird logo 
and year. 1990 a 1992 also available. " 95 es or 
sere 95 for two. | 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
Back Issues Galore! | 
$4 per single back i issue. | | | 
$200 issue es We Are the Weird ¢ ever published plast binders: _ | 
Comnpleted list of beck issues avaiiohle, upon peauen: Ples note | 
that some of the issues have mailing labels on them, but all are | 
| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 


in good condition. Also, a few i issues have sold out and will be 
bce — xerox pe : 


Buy a Year, Get Autographed ’93 Binder for $10! 


Name 
Address 
2 eee ee ee eee ee 
Charge Card # 

Check one: MC___Visa___ 
Signature 


= ID 





Exp.Date: 


| Make all checks payable to We Are the Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221 


: A reysm oie) oom Guest batsye 





Fan Clubs 


Monique Gabrielle Fan Club. Photos, news- 
letter, etc. For price list send SASE to 4520 
Van Nuys Blvd. #538, Sherman Oaks, CA 


91403. 








Fanzines 


Draculina #14: Full color cover—F red Olen 


Ray, David DeCoteau, Michelle Bauer! Dra- 
culina #13:S.F. Brownriff, Even Hitler Had 
a Girlfriend! Draculina #12: David Fried- 
man, Kitten Natividad! Draculina Fear 
Book: Best of #1-#4—Herschell Gordon 
Lewis, Bobbie Bresee! Each issue 44-52 
pages! Only $4 each of $14 for all 4! Dracu- 
lina, P.O. Box 969, Centralia, IL 62801. 

Crow’s Nest, the MST3K bi-monthly zine, 
contains art, humor, news. $6 to P.O. Box 


Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 


3825, Evansville, IN 47736-3825. 

Lost Armadillos humorzine. Mr. Bitch, Misti, 
Murraytoons, Austen. Only $2 y’all. 1113 
W. 31st, Austin, TX 78705. 


Miscellaneous 


Greetings from Tromaville! ... and wel- 
come to Tromabilia! The ultimate movie 
collectables! First time offer! Send $3 for 
catalog listing and telling you how to buy 
hundreds of Troma-tic items—posters, t- 
shirts, videos, buttons, photos from The 
Toxic Avenger, Class of Nuke ‘Em High, 
Bloodsucking Freaks, Def By Temptation, 
Rabid Grannies and many more! Tromabilia, 
c/o Troma, Inc. Troma Building, 733 Ninth 
Ave., New York, NY 10019. 


Video Trades 


Wanted: Beta/VHS. Marc Singer’s Taming 
of the Shrew; Dyan Cannon’s Such Good 
Friends. Carl Davis, Box 42, Vermillion, SD 
57069. 





I want videos. All genres. Will trade. Con- 


tact: Fred Topel, 101 Dalkeith Glen, Arnold, 
MD 21012. 


New or used VHS tape The Party Animal 
wanted. Write to PCP, 1341 W. Placita Oro, 
Tucson, AZ 85745. 


I have fu flicks to trade—Chinese, Hong 
Kong, Japaheeno—send trade offers to 
Gerald Enrico, P.O. Box 1684, Hoboken, NJ 
07030. 


Free Ad for 
Video 
Collectors 


If you collect and want to 
trade videos, Joe Bob will give 
you a free ad (up to twenty 
words—60 cents each addi- 
tional word). No businesses. 
No dealers. Just send infor- 
mation to P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 





Get Yours—Dirt Cheap! | 


Place a personal ad or message, sell or trade videos, publicize events! Whatever! Fax 

| your ad to 214-368-2310 and charge to Visa/MasterCard for $1 additional fee (don't 
forget your signature and expiration date) or mail your ad with check payable toWe Are 
The Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Deadline is 5 p.m. every Monday. Your ad 
will appear in approximately three weeks. Display advertising is $75 per inch. 





$10 for 15 words, 60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half price! 








| 
| 
| 
| Ad Copy 
| 
| 














| Section 
Name Day phone 
| MasterCard/Visa # Exp. Date 
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